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BY MRS, OPIE.
"y, by whnt nme ean T impart
My seuse, dear girl, of what thou art?
Nay, though to frown thou darest,
'l sny thou art of girls the pride,
And though the modest lip mny chide,
Mary! I'll enll thee—fuirest.

Yet no—thut word cun but express
The soft and winning loveliness
T which the sight thou meetest §
Nyt not thy lexrt=thy temper, tos—
8u goud, =0 sweet—ali ! that will do!
Mary ! I'll eall thee—gweetest!

But fairest, sweetest, vain would be
To speak the love 1 fuel for thee;

Why smil'st thou ¥ thou herest 1
o Peeguse,” she eried, *one little name
15 gt T wish from thee to cliim—

That precious nume is—Dearest "

e i
WOUIRL DAUGIHTERS LEAVE van
Thus it 1 onr daughters leave us,
Thise we love uod those who love ua!
Just whet they huve learned to belp us,
Comes o youlh with flauuting feathers,
With Lie flute of reeds, a stranger
Beckons to the faivest maiden,
And she fullows where be leads Ler,
Leuving all things for the stranger !
[ Longfello.
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ANNIE WOODLEY ;

e, &
M ey 1
CHAPTER IV,

“!Phere is one affection which no stain

Of varth can ever dsiken; when twe find—
Vi sufter and the munlier—that o chain

O kindred taste has fastened mind to mind,

"Tis en witraetion from all sense vefited,

The goud ean ouly know it."”

The glovious beams of evening's falr
sun are weaving a tracery around ** Rose
Villey.” There is sunshine gleaming
through the trelis-work of the latticed
porch, and there is sunshive peeping he-
tween the elustoring roses and vines that
curtuin the window of Annig Woodley's
boudoir.  This light, so soft and Hicker-
e, reflected the trembling folinge, and
lay in a rich shadow of network on the
fuor; then the golden tracery rested
lovingly upon the rich raven tresses which
fell over the shoulders of the young girl,
us leaning her arm on the window sill,
she bent her head lower and lower, till
ler bair mingled with the flowers and
green leaves which clustered thickly
stound. Ever and anon a tiny band
<wept mechanically across the strings of
a guitar that is lying beside her. Her
thoughts are fur away, and she knows
naught that is passing around her. She
is more beautiful now than in former
days. Her countenance now partakes of
that lofty beauty which suffering brings.
Attired in a simple dress of white, and
lier full figure free from thg artificial re-

siraiuts imposed on the devotees of fash-
ion, with no ornaments save a necklace
of pearl, she appeared far lovelier in her
chustened beauty than she had ever done
in those days when iuy danced through
the rosy hours, and life to ber was made
50 beautiful by his dear smile. The
young girl's heart was engulphed in a
sea of hitter dreams, and a moan of oo-
utterable anguish escaped her lips. A
shadow darkened the vine-wreathed case-
ment, and ** Annie,” murmured low and
tremulously by & voice whose music she
drank in too eagerly, fell upon her ear.
Luoking up, she saw Frank Linwood be-
fore her, With an eager cr,
sprang forward with exten ed hands tv
meet him; then stopping suddenly, she
hustily bowed in deep confuxion, and said
in a strangely altered Vuit:e': “ Good
“vening, Mr, Linwood ; walk in."

“ No, here T will stay until I_know my
doom,” he replied in & tone of mournful
tenderness, * You are my own Annie
still. Your action revealed it. Why
did you pause so suddenly ? Isnotyour
home still Aere 7 said he, seating him-
self beside her, and drawing her head
upon his bosom. * Explain, I entreat
you, the meaning of that cruel note.”

“1 thought my wor
clucidutive,” replied she, coldly, with-
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of joy, she |

words were sufficiently | pe

S

To.no hour can I turn, since I first saw
you, Annie, when your sweet face did not
shine in my soul, the brightest star in its
heaven of pure thoughts, In the boy's
enthusiutic imagination, you were en-
shrined an idol, but as manhood’s deep
life and wild struggles opened before me,
that star was the hurbinger of a brighter
day. Its light is dimmed, a cold, dewy
night of hopeless misery settles around.
Oh, God! how I have loved! Annie,
[ can vou doubt me 1"

T'he mystie treasures of woman's heart
shone in the clear depths of her eye as
she met bis soulspeaking gaze. She
now knew he was not false, and placing
her hund confidingly in bis, she murmar-
¢d: @ My love, my life are yours.”

“T'hen you do love we, my Aunie,”
he eried, rapturously folding her to his
heart, *Love me, evenas I bave loved."

“No wurd was spoken, nll was feeling—
The silent transport of the beart,”
but he knew his answer from the smile
of ineffable tenderness that played around
ber mouth,  'T'he whirlwind of dspair bad
only swept around them, to prove how
bravely true was human love; but Hope's

pure sunlight again danced in the soul’s
heaven, and reflected the smile of happl-
ness.  Hours passed on untold,  When |
was time ever marked by happy bearts 7
Words of endearment, vows of unchange- |
able devotion were repeated o'er andl |
again, and the honr of parting drew near.

o Now, Anpie,” suld Frank, as he was
preparing (o leave, * will you not tell me |
wh it caused you to write me that borri-
ble letter 1

« 1 heard you loved Elfie Lawrence,
Frank, and wishod to marry her," replied
she, blushing deeply,

« Loved Fifie Lawrence ! Why, An-
oie, could you helieve it? Love ber!|
veg, | do, a8 a dear, dear sister, for such |
Aud fur this you doubted

she is to me.
me !
Forgive me, Frank; if you knew
: “"‘“:"5' 2 wan tried, you could not
blame me.”

«I'ell me the name of the fiend who
whispered the fulsehood in your ear. If
is o man, he shall roe it."

He was a resistless pleader, so she re-

| plicde—* You must first promise not to
| revenge the injury, for you would endan-
| ger your own life,"” said she, tremulously.
' * Will you |1I.'wl]|i-|- i
After a slight patse Frank answered,
« 1 will, thongh ‘tis a saerifice to do s0.”
« Your friend, Archie Stanley.” She
then recounted all that bad passed be-
tween Stanley and herself, ouly omitting
his confession of love, which womanly
delicacy prompted her to conceal.  Frank
Linwoud s brow grew balefully dark in
spite of is new transition to happiness.
He compared Annie’s artles§recital with
Stanley's words to himself—words he
then deemed of deep, pure friendship,
and felt convineed of his perfily.
« He loves her himself, and secks to
estrange us," was Dis secrot thought, but
he did not breathe it to her who sat be-
side him, **Oh, Anuie, this sting is so
deep.  Him I trusted so implicitly, thus
perfidious to me andmy hopes! Thoughts
of revenge are all lulled to sleep by the
pain 1 feel in finding my friend of other
days & recreant to honor, Lo say nothing
of friendship.”® Seeing a look of anxiety
in her eye, he said, * 1 will not revenge
myself, dearest—fearnot. Lot bim laugh
who wins,” he added, gaily, “and I hope
to make the old woods ring with many
an echo. When nest 1 come to * Rose
Valley,” ‘twill be to bear its faivest flow-
er to my city home”  He pressed her
bhand lovingly, and hastened away to be
in time for the cars. His exultant heart
was only elate with happiness, aud no
foreshudowing cloud dimmwed the serenity
of his feelings.

T ‘,.,‘
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CHAPTER V.

« Fathers thoir ekildron and thomselves abuse, &
That wealth, a husband for their danghters choose.
- - -

“ Whither my henet is gone, there follows my hand, and

not elsewhere,
For whors the hewrt goes before, like a lamp, and {lin-

Many e are made dear, that else lie Bidden in
durkaes.”
The sunlight of happiness had not gone
down from the eyes, nor the waves o
joy receded from the heart of Annie
Woodley, ere she received a summons
from her father to attend him in the li-
brary. He had jost returned from M—
With a strange forboding at her
she obeyed. On opening the door she
saw her father soated a table,
seemingly engrossed in dee thought, for
she advanced close beside him before be
reeived her entrance.  Without reply-
ing to her salatation, he waved her to a

f| and I hope well worthy of my priceless

heart, | §

gsee you the wife of Julian De Forrest.—
He is young, highly connected, and rick.
Altogether a desirable match,” said he,
rubbing his bauds complacently.

“ But, father," said Annie, approach-
ing closer, “ have you forgotten that I
have told you my affections were pre-co-
gaged 1

“ Pre-engaged ! humph! I thought
that was childish romance, of which you
were cured before thie. But marry Ju-
lian De Forrest you must.”

“ Marry him, father! why, I detest him.
I would be casting happiness from me,
even if 1 did not love another.”

« Learn to love him,” said Col. Wood-
ley, with a determined air.

 Father, 1 love Frank Linwood."—
The face of the maiden grew very pale,
and her hand was tightly clasped npon
her heart, to still its wild tremblings.

“ Well, what do you know of Aim, that
you love him o well as to brave my au-
thority 1" be asked, sneeringly.

“ I know Lim to be noble and good,
and 1 love bim, 1 know him for my soul
companion, and I worship bim.” Her
eve brightened, and her faco glowed with
enthusiasim,

“ But young De Forrest is rich," urg-

ed the father, “and I am sure is quite |

devoted to you,"

“ Yes, rich und without asoul! What
weulth do 1 prize, save the untold wealth
of the heart, which never changes! Ub,
father,” continned she, looking in his face
with a beseeching earnestness, * ask e
not 1o change my love, Alas, 1 cannot
doit.  "Tis not a frail fower, living only
in sunshine; no, "tis a child of tempests,
and defies my power to crush it.”

& T'his enthusiasm is unpatural ; yon
will be more reasouable when you re-
flect,” suid Col. Woodley, rising and
striving to appeat calm.

,]ll.u:\'t] thiere,

“Never!" replied she with fervency.
#1 have told you my true feclings, and
they are as unchungeable as love and
truth can make them.”

“ 8y you brave me, do vou! You

He has asked my permission to address
vou, and I have given unqualified con-
sent, and I will not retract. You mar
ry him, or I consider you my child no
longer."

 Oh, futher, unsay those cruel words;
I canuot go to the altar and give m)
hand to hin, and wy heart irrevocably
another's. 1 promise to renounce Frank,
and live only for you; but do not bid me
take unhallowed vows. I am willing to
cast the bhappiness of this life away, even
though I blight another's heart, bot my
eternul happiness is with God. No, fa-
ther, 1 cunnot muke the sacrifice you
wish.” Her lips were bloodless, her limbs

shall be the wife of Julian De Furrest. |

qnivering, and her eyes were filled with
burning tears of agony. * Relent, fath-
er,” she whispered through her clenched
tecth.

« Never!" he exclaimed flercely, “and |
unless you do as I bid yon, this is your
home no longer; I disinherit you and
make Nellie Douglass my heiress.”

“ Then, dear father,” she eried, throw-
ing ber arms around his neck, and cling-
ing close to him, as if she feared he would
leave her, “ give dear, deserving Nellie
all your vast wealth, but still let your
litile Annie have ber bome in your heart,”

The stern man was touched. The
brown eyes that looked so beseechingly
into bis, revived the memory of his youth,
when le had lived in the light of such
soft beams, and draWing the resistless
pleader to his bosom, he wept. Tears of
hope glistened in Aunie’s eye as she saw
that bis feelings were moved. *You
will not doom me to misery, will you,
dear papal” murmured she in u tone
trembling with mingled hope and doubt,

«No, no, my heroic child,” said he,
kissing the upturned brow tenderly ;
o keep true to your early love. I freely
acknowledge that I am wrong; I placed
an undue value on wealth, and forgot
your happiness. You have stvod the test
bravely, my darling, and deserve an eter-
nity of happivess. You have been o true
daughter, snd will make a troe wife—
Frank Linwood is a man of fine qualities,

child. May I live to bless my children.”
The pure, pale face, so beautiful in its
return to huwinm, was sparkling in its
gratitude. With a fervent *“ God bless
cou, father,”” sbe left him to commune
with his own thoughts. Traly,

A futber's heart
1s tendex, tho' the mau be made of stone.”
i . . . . B

A few months later, a party was gath-
ered in the city of M——. The sarloru
were already filled, when Mr. and Mrs.
Linwood were announced.  All eyes were
fixed upon the lovely face of the young
bride as she came forward, leaning grace-
fully upon the arm of the proud hus.
band. Stanley heard with astonishment
of their nuptials, He thought he bad ef-

left the gay scene. The beauty and
grace of the young stranger, and above
all the artlessness and warmth of her na-
ture, won ber many friends, and in the
creles of fashion the beautiful Mrs, Lin-
wood was the theme of every tongue,
and many an exquisite twirled bis mous-
tache and declared :  *"Pon honor, Lin-
wood is a lucky fellow.” Stanley very
conveniently found that lLis lungs were
affected by the climate, and left for a
more Southern State, Upon the bearts
of Frank and Annie Linwood time has
cast no blight; the love that once tri-
umplied over opposing forces, still burns
as brightly and as beautifully on the al-
tar of their hearts, as on the day the wily
Cupid gained his victory,

 A————
THE QUAKER'S CORN CRIB.

A man had been in the habit of steal-
ing corn from his neighbor, who was a
Quaker, Every night hie would go softly
to the erib and fill bis bag with the ears
which the good old Quaker's tuil bad
Every morning the old
gentlemun observed a diminution of his
corn piles.  This was very annoying, and
must be stopped—but how? Many a
one would Lave said: *Take a gun,
conceal yourself, wait till he comes and
fire! Others would have said, ** Cateh
the villian and have him sent to jail."”

But the Quaker was not prepared to

| enter into any such severe weasures,.—

He wanted to puuish the offender, and at
the same time bring about his reforma-
tion, if passible, So he fixed a sort of
trap close to the hole, through which the
man would thrust bis arm in getting the
eorn.

The wicked neighhor proceeded on his
unholy errand at the bour of midnight
with bag in hand. Unsuspectingly he
thrust his hend into the erib to seize an
edr, whenlo! he found himself unable

jshment ten times more severe than
stripes and imprisonment. The Quaker
v:as;diuexura.blu. and be was obliged to
yield.

Breakfast over, “ Now,"” said the old
farmer, as he helped the victim to shoul-
der the bag, *If thee needs any more
corn, come in the day time and thee
shall have it.”

With what shame and remorse did
that guilty man turn from the dwelling of
the pious Quaker. Everybody is ready
to say that he never again troubled the
Quaker's corn <rib. I have something
still better than that to tell you., Heat
once repented and reformed, and lived
and died an honest man.

How 8Sal an me got Marrid.
DY PETER SPORUM, ESQ.

Well, at last the nite cum, that orful
nite as was to fetch me intoo a new state
uy bein, an it foun me in a dredful fix,
fust I felt good, then bad, fust proud, and
skeered like five hundred—I1 went over
the mornin afore the eventful nite to see
Sal, an found her a takin iL mity easy;
ratherina hurry furnite too cum I thought,
as fur me I was in a hurry wun minit, an
the next, felt like I'd rather alittle it bad
a bin put off.

After supper T washed, then I put on
the cleanest sort uv a shirt that Aunt
Jane had fixed up mity nice and smooth,
then I drawed about as nice a set uv
Sundy Harness as you ever seed, an ar-
ter mam and Aunt Jane had primped up
an fixed up my har an creevat, I was
reddy, so off I puts to Sal's dad’s an I
reckin I dun abeut as much thinkin a
woin over thar as was ever dun by enny
uther feller in the same time. At last I
arriv, an was marched in too whar Sal
was—she sorter blushed, and then sot
her head on one side an looked about as

to withdraw it! In vain be tugged, snd
pulled, and sweated, and alteraately cried
upl cursed.  His band waq fast and every
effort to releuse it only malle it the more
secure, After a while the tumult in his
breast measurably subsided. He gave
over his useless struggles, and began to
look around. Al was silence and repose.
Good men were asleep comfurtably iv
their beds, while he was compelled to
keep a dreary, disgraceful watch throngh
the remainder of that long and tedious
uizht, his hand in constant pain from the
pressure of the elamp which held it.—
His tired limbs, compelled to sustain his
weary body, would fain have sunk he-
peath him, and his weary eyes would
heve closed in glumber, but lo! there was
no rest, no sleep for him. There he must
stand and watch the progress of the
night, and at once desired and dreaded
the return of the morning. Morning
came at last, and the Quaker looked out
of his window and found that he had
“gaught his man.”

What was to be done!? Some would
say, * Go out and give him a good cow-
hiding just as be stands, and then release
him; that'll cure him.” But not so, said
the Quaker. Such a course would have
sent the man away embittered, and mut-
tering curses of revenge. The good old
man hurried on Lis clothes, and started
at onee to the reliel and puunisbment of
his prisoner.

wGood morning, friend,” said be, as he
came in speaking distance, *how does
thee do 1"

The poor culprit made no answer, but
burst into tears.

“() fie1" said the Quaker, as he pro-
ceeded to release bim, «Iam sorry that
thee hus got thy hand fast. Thee put it
in the wrung place or it would not have
been so0."

The man looked crestiallen, and beg-
ged forgiveness, hastily turning to make
his retreat. * Stay,” said his persecu-
tor, for he was now becoming such to the
offender, who could have received a blow
with much better grace than the kind
words which were falling from the Quak-
er's lips ; “stay, friend, thy bag is not
filled. Thee needs corn or thee would
not have taken so much pains to get it,
Come, let @s fill it.” (And the pour fel-
low was obliged to stand and hold the
hag while the old man filled it, iuterspers-
ing the exercise with the pleasantest con-
versation imaginable—all of which were
like daggers in the heart of his chagrined
and mortified vietim) The bag was
filled, the string tied, and the sufferer
hoped soon to be out of the presence of
bis tormentor, but again his purpose was
thwarted.

« Stay,” said the Quuker, as the man
was ebout to hurry off, having muttered
once more bis apologies and thanks.—
« Stay, Ruth bas breakfast ere this; thee
must not think of going without break-
fast. Oome, Ruth is calling.”

This was almost uvendurable. This
was * heaping coals" With a vengeance.
In vain the mortified neighbor begged to

Wh:'-'-hmw upon &het:t::, ﬁ}m was| * Annie,” said he, regarding her fixed-
alarmed. It seemed as if & wave of ag- |1y, I have seat for you to talk over an
ssed over it, and the rigidly |im ¢ matter. You are now eigh-

 the | teen, sufficiently old to_think of marry-

' ing.” A smile wreathed the lip of An-

nie as he said this ; perbaps she thought

80, too, and she ed assent, “ Now,

it has been 8 wish of mine to

ented i “winoleg th
Wﬁpﬁm mﬁ :’m‘:weﬁlt:

be exoused; in vain aded to bere-
leased from what would be to bima pun-

«weet as enny flour you ever seed. 1
thought she was about as putty a creetur
I ever lade my ise on.

Direckly Sal's sister ses, the passon’s
cum an in we marched whar thar was
about fifty fokes, sn I felt mity bad an
mily skeered, but tride my level best to
keep a stiff upper lip. Well we tok our
placts, Sal a hangin on foo My arm an
me « lookin at the flore. Then the Pas-
son ses he: * Du take the woman” (he
mite sed yung lady) * as you held by the
hand to be voure lawiul wife too help her
and too keep her, to luv her an to nus her,
ontil deth dus yu part,” * LIl doo my
best” ses I, (standin fust on wun leg an
tother, fur all the world like a turkey on
a hot rock)—

Then he looked at Sal ses he,

«Pu yu take this man” (liks he did'nt
no my naim) * as you held by the hand,
to be yore lawful hushand, too nus him
an oo help him, an too onoer an obay
bim, toll deth dus yu part.”

« Yes sir,” ses Sal—Then ses he, “1
pronouce you both man an wife, salute
yer bride.””  With that 1 clinched Sal, an
give her about a3 harty a buss as you
ever heerd then the fellers all cum atound
an kissed Sal #ke blazes, you could see
that it dun em good, frum the way they
pitched in—1 thought Sal orter a stopped
it but she never sed a word ; as furme, I
kissed right an left, cum mity ne¢r a
kissin a nigger gal as was a fetcheen in
sum water, when every boddy begins to
laffin an I feel mily mean.

Arter & while the kissin an feolin was
all over, an we all piched in too the
goodies, an ef ever I saw sweetins fly, it
was then, I et tell 1 like too a poped, an
evry boddy else dun thar best.

About ten o'clock they all left an sum
of the boys ses, * Peter won't you go
home with us” an all sech things, & dev-
lin uv me tell 1 hardly noed what to doo
or whar to go. Arter they all left, thar
I sot bi myself tell & nigger gal cums to
the door an ses,

« Mass Peter, miss Sal's a watin for
yon.”

« Whar is she 1" ses L.

« She's in ber room " ses she—

« Well, tell her to come down” ses I,
«I'm reddy to go whar she wants.”

« But™ ses * she’s in bed.”

“Oh yes” ses I, L forgot, but ses I,
« jts erly yet, aiat it.”

She seed 1 was skeerod, sn begin a
sniggerin, tell 1 picked up my hat, an
follered her, tell she cum to a dore; an
ses  “That's yore room.” My hart
jumped up to my throat, as T nocked at
the dore, but nobody answered, I nocked
agin : an then a gittin desprit, I opened
it, an ,Iae-wh_llk!ns. {he cold chills run over
me tell I felt like somebody was a pullin’
a cedar bush up an down my
Thar was Sal fast asleep, (or pretendin,

candle a

like, as I found out) an the

A “ammida"l kin mity foolish,
stood sam time lookin mity .

an then putmy hat on & cbO‘;I{-D'!ﬂ 1

draws my cote off; it was mity bard too)

git offi—then 1 shed my jac
ballance of my harvess, tell 1 o

et ap fhe|
to

GOD'S AND TRIUTE'S.”

togged an jerked but they would'nt nigh
cum off an happenin to look roun, I
thought I seed Sal a peepin at me outer
wun eye, so I blose the lite out, gits my
boots off, and then———>but it ain no
body's bizness, so I shant tell any more.

ell, I've tride mearryin sum time, an
must say that arter a feller gits use tooit
it aint & bad thing, in fact I folosofise as
follersee:

Marryin 1s & good thing, it is & great
thing as Aunt Jane ses, a great institu-
shion, (how she noes I can't tell, fur she
never had & chance to try it.) It's good
for every body—Ar you old—marry, it'll
make you young (or you'l! die a tryin to
‘pear so’)—Ar you young, it'll make you
old—1In fact it is sooted to evry and
ennybody. It's a ten rale fence that
sosiety has built up too keep fokes inside
the bounds uv good behavior, an the I've
had my ups an downs in it, an no all
about it, still | say Hooray for marry.

Kiver up, Stranger, *till the Gals Undress.

There is a spot in the south-western
part of this State, known as the Fiery
Fork of Honey Run—a delicious locality,
no doubt, as the run of honey is accom-
panied by a corresponding flow of milk
and a wixture of milk ang honey, or at
any rate, honey and * peach’ is the evi-
dence of sublumary contentment every
place they have preaching.

“ Honey Run'' is further charaeterized
by the presence of an extremely hospit-
able family, whose mansion, comprising
one apartment—ueither more nor less—
is renowned for never having been shut
against travelers, and so our friend found
it during the chill morning air, at the ex-
pense of & rheumatism in his shoulder—
its numerous unaffected cracks and spaces
clearly showing that dropping the latch
was a useless formality, The venerable
host and hostess in their own apartment,
usually enjoyed the society of two sons,
four daughters and sundry “niggers,”
and as many lodgers as deem it prudent
to risk the somewhat equivocal allotment
of sleeping partners. On the night in
question, our friend, after a bearty supper
of ham and eggs, and a canvass at the
fiery Fork—the old lady baving pointed
out bis bed—felt very weary, and only
looked for an opportunity to * turnin,”
though the mosquitoes were trumpetin
all sorts of wrath, and no net nppearaﬁ
to bar them. The dogs flung themselves
along the floor, or again rose restlessly,
and sought the door step ; the “ niggers"
stuck their feet into the yet warm ashes;
the old man stripped unscrupulously, and
sought his share of the one collapsed look-
ing pillow, the sons cavalierly followed
his example, leaving the old woman,
“gals” and * stranger,” to settle any
question of delicacy that might arise.
The candidate yawned, looked at the
bed, went to the door, looked at the
daughters ; finally in downright reckless-
ness seated himself upon *“the downy,"
and pulled off his coat. Well, he pulled
off his coat, and he folded his coat, and
then he yawned, and then he whistled,
and then he called the old lady’s atten-
tion to the fact that it would never do
for him to sleep in his muddy trousers;
and then he undid his vest, and then he
whistled again, and then, suddenly, an
idea of her lodger’s possible embarrass-
ment seemed to flash on the old woman,
and she cried :

(als, jest turn your backs round till
stranger gits into bed.”

The backs were turned, and the stran-
ger did get into bed in “less than no
time,” yhen the hostess again spoke :

» Reckon, stranger, as you ain’t used
to us, you'd better kiver up till the gals
undress, hadn't you 1"

By this time our friend's sleepy fi
was over, and though he did “ kiver up"’
as desired, somehow or other the old
counterpane was equally kind in biding
his blushes and favoring his sly glances.
The nymphs soon stowed away, for there
were neither bustles to unbitch nor cor-
sets to unlace, when their mamma, evi-
dently anxious not to smothor their ghest,
counsiderably relieved him by saying :

“ You can unkiver now, stranger ; I'm
married folks, and you ain't afeard of me,
1 reckon!"” ' o '

5 Nobody could beat Jake Some tel-
ling big storles. mmw day when
Captain Buncombe saw in a
crowd he thus tempted Jake,
could ov¢ it, ** Ome time,” says the
Caplain, * - I'was in the west hunt-
ing buffalo, some of the bunters shot one
through and threugh with ¢ ounce balls,
yet it ran off. it by ‘the
streams of Llood till we came to a large

w him iu the top of grapes!”
Jake did not at all seem pee:

and composedly -remarked: * Buffalo
are bell on grapes!”

boots, them wss the wons, T pulfed '

(2~ To kill red ants—bit 'em with o
sledgs hammer. :




